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The Tragedie of Othello 


Oth. I am not valiant neither: 

But cuery Punie whipftcr gets my S word. 

But why fhould Honor o'ut-liuc Honelty ? 

Let it go all. 

ty£ml. What did thy Song boad Lady f 
Hearkc,cantt thou heate me ? 1 will play the Swan, 3 . 
And dye in Muficke : Willough, IVillough, If?tHough. 

Moore, fhe was chaftc : She lou’d thec,cruell Moore, 

So come my Soule to blifle,as I fpcake true: 

So fpcakingas I thinke, alas,I dye. 

Oth. I haue another weapon in this Chamber, 

It was a Sword of Spaine, the Ice btookes temper: 

Oh hcerc it is: Vnkle I muft come forth- 

Gra. If thou attempt it, it will coft thee decre; 

Thou haft no weapon.and perforce muft fufter. y - 

Oth. Looke in vpoo me then, and fpeakc with me» 

Or naked as I am I will afTaultthee. 
gra. What is the matter? 

Othel. Behold,I haue a weapon : 

A better neuer did it felfe fuftame 

Vpon a Soldiers Thigh. J haue feenc the day. 

That with this little Arrnc, and this good Sword, 

I haue made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your ftop. But (oh vainc boaft) 
Who can controll his Fate ? Tis not fo now. 

Be not affraid, though you do fee me wcapon’d: 

Hecre is my iournics end,hccrcis my butt 
And verie Sea*matke of my vtmoft Sailc. 

Do you gobackedifmaid? ’Tis a loft fearc: 

Man but a Rufti againft Othello's breft, ■ 

And he retires. Where fhould OtheRo go ? 

Now: how doft thou looke now? Oh ill-Starr’d wencl^. 
Pale as thy Smocke: when we fhall meetc at comp:, 

This looke of thine will hurle my Soule from Heauen, 
And Fiends will fnatch at it. Cold,cold,my Girlc? 

Euen like thy Chaftity. O curfed, cutfcd Slaue! 

Whip me ye Diuels, 

From the poffcflion of this Hcauenly fight: 

Blow me about in windes, roaft me in Sulphure, 

Wafh me in ftcepe-downe gulfes of Liquid fire. 

Oh Defdemon ! dead Defdemon : dead. Oh,oh J 

Enter Lodoutco , Caffio, Montano, And Iago y 
with Officers. 

Lod. Where is this ralh,and mod vnfortunatc man ? 
Oth. That’s he that was Othello: hecre I am. 

Led. Where is that Viper? 

Bring the Villainc forth. . 

Oth. Hook down towards his feet; but that’s a Fable, 
If that thou bec’ft a DiuelI,I cannot kill thee. 

Lod. Wrench his Sword from him. f; - 

Iaeo. I bleed Sir,but not kill’d. 

othel. I am not lorry neither, I Pd haue thee Hue: 

For in my fcnfe.’tis happineflfe to die. 

Lod. Oh thou Othello, that was once fo good, 

Falne in the pra&ife of a curfed Slaue, 

What fhall be faide to thee. 

Oth. Why any thing: 

An honourable Murderer,if you will s 
For nought I did in hate, but all in Honour. 

Led. This wretch hath part confeft his VilliPy: 

Did you and he confent in Cajjio’ s death. 

Oth. 7 . 

Caf. Deere Generally neuer gauc you cauie. 

Oth. 1 do belceue it, and I aske your pardon: 

Will you,I pray,demand that deroy-Diucll, 


Why he hath thus enfnar’d my $ouje and BoclV " 
/^.Demand me nothing: what yon kpow you li ' 
From this time forth, I neuer will fpeakewora . ' 0VV: 
Lod. What? not to pray? ,o ‘ ’ 

gra. Torments wiU ope your lips,. ^ 

Oth . Well, thou doft beft. 

Lod. Sir, 

You fhall vnderftand what hath befalne, 

( Which.as I thinke,you know not) hecrejs a Lett 
Found in the pocket of the flaine Rodorigo , er 

And heere another, the one of them imports 
The death of Cajjio , to be vndertooke 
By Rodorigo. 

Oth. O Villaine! 

Caffo. Moft Hcathenifh,and moft groff e , ‘ 
Lod. Now,heere’s another difeontented p apcr 

Found in his pocket too: and this it feemes ” 

Rodorigo meant t’haue fent this damned villaine: 

But that (belike)/<jfr* in the interim 
Came in, and fatisfi’d him. 

Oth. Oh thou pemitious Caitiffe ; 

How came you ( Caffio ) by thatHandkerchiefe 
That was my wiucs ? 

Caffio. I found it in my Chamber: 

And lie himfclfe confeft it but euen now. 

That there he dropt it for a fpeciall purpofe. 

Which wrought to his defirc. 

Othel. O Foole,foole,foole* 

Caffio. There is befides, in Rodorigo s Letter, 

How he vpbraides I ago, that he made him 
Brauemc vpon the Watch : whereon it came 
That I was caft : and euen but now he fpake 
(Afccr long feeming dead) logo hurthitn, 

IagoSe. thin: on. m • • 

Lod. You muft forfake this roome.and go withyj: 
Your Powcr,andyour Command istaken off, 

And Caffio rules in Cyprus. For this Slaue, 

If there be any cunning Crueltie, 

That can torment him much,and hold him long. 

It fhall be his. You fhall clofe Prifoner reft, 

Till chat the Nature of your fault be knowne 
To the Venetian State. Come,bring away. 

Oth, Sofc you; a word ontwo beforeyou goe: 

I haue done the State fame fcruice, and they know’t: 
No more of that. I pray you in your Letters, 

When you fhall thefe vnluckie deeds relate, 

Speake of ine,as I am. Nothing extenuate, 

Nor fee dowtie ought in malice. 

Then muft you fpcake, 

Of one that lou’d not wifely, but too well: 

Of one, noteafily lealious, but being wrought, 
Perplexed in the extreame: Ofone,whofe hand 
(Like the bafe ludean) threw a Pearle away 
Richer then all his Tribe: Of one,whofc fubdu’dEyes, 
Albeit vn-vfed to the melting moode, 

Drops ceares as faft as the Arabian Trees 
Thtir Medicinable gumme. Set you downc this: 

And fay befides,that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant, and a Tutbond-Turke 
Beate a Venetian, and traduc’d the State, 

I tooke by th’throat the circumcifedDogge, 

And frnoace him, thus. 

Lod. Oh bloody period. 

Gra. All that is fpoke.is marr’d. 

Oth. I kift thee, ere I kill’d thee: Noway but this, 
Killing my felfe, to dye vpon a kifle. 


~ the *5\foore of Venice. #9 \ 

C<»/This did I feare, but thought he had no weapon: 
Forhewas great of heart. 

lod. OhSpartonDogge: 

More fell then Anguifti, Hunger, or the Sea.. 

Looke on thijTngiekc Loading of this bed : 

This is thy vOofke : 

TheObietftpoyfonsSight, 

Let it be hid. Gratiano,ktepe the houfe. 

And feize vpon the Fortunes of the Moore, 

For they iucceede on you. To you,Lord Gouernor, 
Remaines th cCenfute of this hellifti villaine: 

The Time, the Place,the Torture,oh inforce it : 

My felfe will ftraighc aboord.and to the Stare, 

This hcauic Act, with heauic heart relate. Exeunt ♦ 

FINIS. 

The Names of the Actors. 

^^STheHo, the Moore. 

IfSjpBrabantio, Father to Deffdemona. 
gvpplg Caffio, an Honourable Lieutenant. 
lago, a Villaine. 

Rodorigo, a gulfd Gentleman. 

Duke of Venice. 

Senators. 

Montano, Gonernour offCyprus. 

Gentlemen offCyprus. 

Lodouico/W Gratiano, two Noble Venetians. 
Saylors. 

Clowne. 

Defdemona, wife to Othello. 
iEmilia, wife to lago. 

Bianca, a Curtezan. 
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